*4                  JOHN HENRY NEWMAN
These unspoken memories—however in place here—u give way to such, recollections of early boyhood as fell him in conversation, or to notices remaining amongst early papers. One anecdote of a very early date, told to tli<3 present writer by Dr. Newman's sister in her last illness, li-^s provoked a smile in those who knew him in later clays. Aft ox* an infantile struggle for mastery between mother and sort—— the loving mother and her strong-willed child—she remindccl him, c You see, John5 you did not get your own way.5 c N °> was his answer, ' but I tried very hard.'
There is a letter from his Father, Nov. 1806, which shows an early estimate. It begins : c This is the firsb letter ycm*" Father ever wrote to his son; : and, after bidding him 'roitcl it to his Mother and Charles to show how well he could renxl writing/ goes on, 'but you will observe that you must lean* something new every day, or you will no longer be called **• clever boy.7 1
Another characteristic shows itself in one of his earlic-st recollections of school life, recalled .to his memory sis a frieiul led him to look back to that time. After his Father's a, ml Mother's first visit to him, the child of seven was found, a£i.<k^ their departure, by Dr. Nicholas, crying by himself, who, i<: chear him up, proposed that he should go to the big rooir where the boys were. To this he objected ; his tears had doubt been observed, and excited derision. * 0 sir will say such things ! I can't help crying.' On his making light of it : £ O sir ! but they will; they will say sorts of things/ and, taking his master's hand, c Conic see for yourself !' and led him into the crowded room where, of course, under the circumstances, there was ii< teasing.
On hearing that the letters which compose these volume
1 Writing to a friend in after years, he says, ' I have been ffoin about seeing once again, and taking leave for good of, the places 1 mf as a child. I have been looking at the windows of our house at XT 21.11 near Richmond, \vlierc I lay, aged live, looking at the candles stuclc 1 them in celebration of the victory of Trafalgar. I have never seen 1.1 house since September 1807. I know more about it than any hoxiBtj have been in since, and could pass an examination in it, It has ov< been in my dreams/»E.*I«  I lls ,*    ,»*     tM*i4*»h    ft as vinwH m i   * •» i ir I » * fl    r i. » I »«!      M< * <    1 ! i 4
